


The Tragedy ^Otliello 

Caf. Noj for I hold.hi® vnworthy of his place, that docjtWj 
things well, Hcauen’s abous all, and therc bee foules that muftbcc 
faued, 

lag. ItistruegooJL^iatenant. 

Caf. For mine owric part,tjo otftfncc>to the General), nor any mm 
of quallity , il hope to be faued. , 

Jag. Andfodoe I Ldatenant. 

Caf, I, but by your leauci nor before roc ; the Leiutenam is tobe 
faued before the Ancient, Lei’s ha no.more of this, let’s to our !(f. 
faires : forgiuc vs our fins : Gentlemen, kc’s lookc to our bulifteffe; 
doe not thinke Gentlemen I am drunkc,thi« is my Ancient, this is my 
right hand.and this is my left hand ; I am not drunke »ow,l can flaid 
well enough,and fpeake well enough. 
ulH Excellent well. ' 

Caf. Why very well then s* you muft not thinke thenj that lam 
drunke, Exit^ 

tJMon, 'Fotheplotformcmafters. Come, let’s fet the watch. ? 
la^. Y on fee this fellow that is gone betorCj . a ). 

Heisa Souldier fit tolland by. ^ 1 

Aii'dgiue diceiilton;: and doe btjt.fce'his.vice i 
Tis to his vertuc, a iiaft'etjuinoxr 

The one as tongas tb’otlier s tis pitty of him, , 
'IfCarcthetrulliQt^t'^i? put him in. 

On fotae od'ictimc.of bis infitmity, 

Will fliakeilus Iflahd. ’ 

Mon. But is he often ihus. . . | 

Jag, T is cuermorc the Prologue to his fl epes-: 

Het’iC wa-ch the horolodgea double fet, 

Ifdt in ke rocke not his cradle, • • ’ j r • 

Mon. T’werc well the Generali were put in miode of it,, 

perhaps he fees it nor, or his good nature 

praifes the venue that appeares in C^fsio,. 

And looUes not on bis euiils : is not this true ? 

1^0, How now Redtrige, Rodcrigo* 

j pray you after the Leiutenantjgoe, £A'rrRod. 

Mon- Audtis great pkty. that the noble Moore 
Should hazard fuch a place, as his owne fccond. 

With one of an ingraft infitinity 5 j; 





the Moore of Venice. 

It were an honeO; action toiay fe tbtheMdore. 

lag. NocI,forthisfaircIfland; ■ ^ ; 

I doe louc Cafsio well, and would doe much,- 

To cure hiroofthiseuill * but harke^what noyfe. 

Enter Cafsio, driuing in Roderigo. 

Cap You rogue, you rafcall, 

Mon. What’s the matter Leiutenant? 

Caf. A knaue, teach me my duty ; but IlebeaCe che knaneiflCoa 
wicker bottle. 

Rod, Bcateme? . „ 

C<j/T Doll thou prate rogue -> - ; . 

Good Leiutenaoc ; pray fir held your band. 

Caf. Let me goe fir, or He knock you ore the mazzjrd. 

Mon, Come, come, you are drunke. 

Caf. Drunke? they fight. > 

Away I fay, goe our, and cry a muteny. d’a^/VRod. 

Nay good Leiutenant ; God’s- will Gentlemen, 

Helpehoj Lciutenancr Sir, fir, 

Helpe mailers, beer’s a goodly watch indeed : AbeR rings. 

Who’s that that rings the bell? Diablo — -ho, ; 

The Towne will rife, fie,fie, Leiutenant, hold, 

You willbelham'd for euer. 

Enter Othello, Gentlemen veith ^ea^ons, 

Orl»,. What’s the nutter hecre? 

Mon, I bleed (till, I am hurt to the death, he faints. 

0th. Hold, for your Hues. 

Jag. Hold,hold Leiutenant, fir Montanio.Gcntkmin, 

Haue you forgot all place of fence, and duty : 

y°“ » hold,hold,for fliatne. 

Uth, Why how now ho, from whence arifes this 
f ^ and to our felues doe that, 

WhichHeauenhasfoibidtheO«-«w;rff/- 

Holds his fouk light, he dies vpon his motion s 
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